
T '*"~ ” TCefirjffarfof the contention of the hvofanson# 

T or as the fucking child or harmleffe lamb, 

So is he innocent oftreafbn to our Rate. 

Enter Sttffotke. 

How now Suffolke,whcrc s our vnckle? 

Stiff. Dead in his bed,my Lord,Glofter is dead. 

The Ki ng falls in a fwoo nc. 

Queene Ay me, the King is dead:help,belp,my lords; 
Stiff. Comfort my Lord.gracious Henry, comfort. 

King What doth. my Lord of- Suffolke bid me comfort* 
Came he euen now to iinga Raucns note, 

And thinkeshe that the cherpmg of a Wren, 

Py crying comfort through a hollow voice. 

Can fa til he my griefes,or eafe mv heart? 

Thou baleful! meflenger, out of my fight, 

For eucn in thy eie-balls murther fits. 

Yet do notgorcomeBalaliskc 
And kill the fecly gazer with thy lookes. 

Queene Why do you rate my lord ofSuffoIkc thus,. 

As ifthathe had caufdc Duke Humphreys death? 

The Duke and I too, you know were enemies. 

And you had beft fav that 1 did murther him. 

King Ah woe is me.for wretched G lofters death % 
ffhteene Be wee for me, more wretched tlien he was, 

W hat doft thou turne away and hide thy face? 

I am no loathfome leaper,looke on me. 

Was 1 for this niewrackt vpon the fea? 

And thrice by aukward winds driuen ba eke from Englands 
What might.it bode but that well foretelling (bounds, 

Winds faid,feekenot afeorpionsneaft. 

Enter the Earles of Warwicfe and Salfbury. 

IK, ar. My lord, the Commons like an angry hiue offices,. 
Run vp and downe, caring not whom they Ring, 

For good Humphreys death, whom they report 
To be murthcrcd by Suffolke and the Cardinal here. 

King That lie is dead (good Warwicke)is too true, 

But how lie died, God knowes, not Henry. 

War . Enter his priuv chamber mv lord, and view the bodv. 

• *■ Goo'd 


houJ*s,cf lorxe ana uwcaptr. - 

„ j A.her flay Vou with the rude multitude. til I rettnne. 
C °Salsh. Iwillfotine. extt Sals bury. 

fVarwicke dr ernes the curtaines and {hews Duke 

Humphrey in his bed . % 

Ah vnckle GloRer,heauen recciue thy foulc. 

Fire well poore Henries ioy.now thou art gone. 
n r js| ow bv his foule,that tooke our ihape vpon hum 
To free ysfrom bis fiuhers dreadful curfe, 

T am refolu d that violent hands were laid, 

Vpon thelife of this famous Duke. . 

k tf- A dreadful! oath fw'orne with a folemne tongue, 

What inRance giues Lord Warwicke for thefe wordcs? 

tVar, Oft hauc 1 feene a timely parted ghoft, 

Ofafiiie femblance.pale and bloudleflc: 

Butloe.tke blond is felled in the face, 

More better coloured, then when he liude, 

His well proportioned beard made rough and ltcrne, 

His finders fpread abroad as one that grafpt for life, 

Yetwasby Rrength furprifde,the IcaR of thefe are probable, 
Itcannot chufe but he was murthered. _ 

Queene Suffolke and the Card mail had him in charge. 

And thevT truR fir, are no murtherers. _ 

War. Y ea, but twas well knowne they were not his friends. 
And tis well feenc he found foaie enemies. 

Carl But haue you no greater proofes then thefe? 

War. Who fees a heifer dead and bleeding frefh, 

And fees hard by a butcher with an axe, 

But vvil fufpeft twas he that made the Raughter? 

W ho finds the partrige in the puttockes neaft, 

But will imagine how the bird catne there, 

Although the Kite {bare with vnbloudy beake? 

Eucn fo fufpitious is this T rageche. 

, Queene ArevoutheKite Bewfbrd, where syourtalants? 

.Is Suffolke the butcher ,where’s his Knife? 

Stiff. I wcare no Knife to Raughter fleepingmen, 

But lieresa vcngcfull (word rafted with eafe, 

That fhall be fcoured in his rancarous heart, 
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